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— anon 


I 0 the Nobility, and Gentry ofthis | 
(Kingdom. by what Names or Titles 
* oever Dignified or Diſtinguiſh d. 


ILLUSTRIOUS PATRONS. 


12 Blazon your Vertues, and 
Encomiate your Perſons, were 
equally impoſſible: My Chief Duty | 
is Moſt Humbly to defire-your Kind 


1$ 


Acceptance, and Favourable Cenſure; 

and to wiſh you may long Flouriſh - 

ſo as to Influence the Drooping Muſe 

und Sage 75 

And to Divert you in both ſhall be 
the Gonſtant Aſſiduity of 


My Lords, Lady's, and Gentlemen 


I. Your 
| Moſt Humble 
1 . Moſt Obedient 
ZW Servant, 
- eAN(THO: e ASTON, 
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To bn Comical Brother Anthony 
Aſton, on hu writing a PASTORAL 
- 1.5 F..Calfd n 


The COT SHEPHERDESS 


Loveing Brother, 
Hen you your Prologue Spoke, £ | 


„ 


. 
—— * th 


| | T only took what then you ſaid for Joke, 
i But find it true, that all the World's a Cloke. 
| Believe me Tony, I'm ſurpriz'd to ſee, 
You write fmooth Verſe, or Act in Tragedy. 
4 Ihe Shephercs fighing on the Flowry Plain, 
: Is nought to us, that are of Comick Strain; 
But you I find, can tell a moveing Tale, 
Of Lovers Actions in a pleaſant Vale, 
How the Coy Nymph that did $1/vanus ſhun, 
With Blocd and Wounds at laſt was overcome: 
The Cruel Satyr, flew with Brandiſh'd Dart, 
It peirc'd quite through and Touch'd Paſtora's heart. 
| On happy Rogue! that can thus ſmoothly tell, 
In Flowing Numbers, how the Monſter fell, c | 
| And how ſoft Loves in Rural Grotto's Dwell. 


] | Whilſt all your Brethren of the Comick Race, 
'T Cen neither Sheephook, or the Buskin Grace ; | 
But ſtrive to Copy ſome gay Fop each Night, : 


Or juſt let Satyr Gria which muſt cot bite, 
| Leaſt we ſhou'd Ladies from the Boxes fright. 
1 Oh you Arch Wag! that can engage all hearts, 
| By Wititing' Verſe and Acting Comick parts; 
. Fluttery's fulſome therefore thus I'll EU4H; : 
--, And let the Reader your ſoft Lines Commend ; 8 


And only tell you Im our Real Ftien g. 3 L. "of 
eee e g, 
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44 SS %# 
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Nenn \ 


Porocur 


Spoken in a Cioke by Mr. Aſton. 


1 7 


Ervaps few here, "EIN? in 4 Cloke, 
They ever beard there was a Prologue Spoke, | 
But faiih you need not wonder mach about n 
For nothing now adays i done without it. 
8. Toe Pompour Babbler, who wou'd fergn Clear, 
In all Men's thoughts 0 be a Man of Senſe , 
The Out/ide Figure is not worth a Pin, 
dam you the little Man of Senſe within, 
The Grafty Statesman, with Infingation, 
"That Clamours at the Grievance of the Nation , 
Hi, Mouth being flop's with Sugar- Sop Preferment, 
(Which is allow'd to have a Soy reign Gharm int, 
The Polstinan caſls the Pairios Garment - | | 
Gur $11 Eyes ; and then can ſee no harm int. 
The Quack, That Torturer of Deſtmy, Nel wor bed 
That Gares by chance, and kills by Recipe;  / 
Stuff full of Acids, 11 s and Shams, TEA. 
\ Expreſt by Crabtid Onnces, Scruples, Drachmi; 223-2 bi: 
PI! tell the meaning of it, if- r 
R. Ratibane ſigniſies, aud P. pray pay me. 0 
Maſ” s Fobn the Phiz- Maker, who with Zgalous Y 
That wou'd een move, 4 Rock of Elephant. 
If you Examine all that be has Spoke, 
eres nothing in is (ab Luord 95 but the Sloke · i 
Ne Iny A am but an Out ſide Cloke, 


Dye think I Play for Pleaſute? That's e, £7 
- Plague my bead with Farce and Paſt ral Whinting ? 


Playing' the Cloke, but Money is the Linetng. 
This is in ſhort the Subject of my There, © 
That few things really are, as they do ſeem ; 2 

This Play be Bad, yet ſeem with Fancy frought, RR” 
Or appear good, yet 8 be ftark noug bo. e 
So, where the Scurvy Fault lies, when you Smoak it, 
Think.is but Owtfule all, and pray now Cloke is 


DAA TS PERSON 
i MEN E 5 8 „ 1 | A 3.x 5 

* An Nun » 

. Sylvanus, in Love with beef Ar. hamparys 
Melibæus, in Love with Flora. 13 'My. Leigh. 
Melandtio, 4 + Gontemplatv erde F Mr. Aſton 


0 ö ve * s - a 
Ar 9301-3 wt N en Oude Py 
"4 4 « 44+ : 4.» * LF SR 1 : 6 


* O M E N * 


HPaſtora, the Go en Mrs. Aſton. - - 


Flora, = Genile Shepherdeſs. J Mrr. Dumene 


A4 ophilda, ber Mother, 4 
3 ; Pur blind 4m YouI Old Shepherdeſs. 


+ Mrs, Lee. 


— — — — Ferre — — 


_ Errata. 


1 P% 9: J. 16, for Paſt. read Mophit: \ p. 11. * 12, for 
read than. p: 16.1, 25, 88 8 
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4 SQ I G Sung by te. Cooper, and Set to Huſh by 
Mr. Ximenes. | 
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T 7 rhoag bs 1. I can enjoy, 


Whats others do Poſſeſs ; 
Fears or Cares my Peace anoy, 
Or Gloom my Happeneſs, 
„ "Wor Gupids:Doats,.- - ., a3 
| Can touch my Heart, eee 
3 | Or move it from ii Station; 3 
| No Mortal Bleſs, ; w * 
Can equal this 
My Nur al Contemplation. "on Oo 
"MR | Here 


—_ 


| 
i 
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Melan-, 


4 7 Gk che unfathom 


Sometimes extended by the purling Brook: 


TH 


Flr: 


| 30S) 
Ere no Ambition does diſturb Repoſe,---- © 
No Fear Domeſtick, or of hoſtile Foes, 


Breaks the ſoft Night or frights the leiſur'd Doy MES 


Hut Lifes calm Currenc gently ęlides away 
Without one Eddy, till it gains the Sea 
wide Eternity. 
Here ſtrong Idea's JO peans Sing, 

And gain a Conqueſt over ev'ry thing; 


+ Shaded by Boughs, thit cooly pverlook : 
. Whoſe ſ . Branch endeavouring to Dip, : 
Ihe litcle Leaves Deſcend, and Swim and Sip, [ 
-Pleas'd Fancy calls the pleaſant Gregn a Ship. 
Fometimes exerting to the Neighbouring Plains, 
here Innocence and Melibens Reigns) £ 
WY ws Sing ſeft Numbers with the 44197 Swains, 
Elſe-while Aſcending to the Brow zy Rocks, 
Ang help the Shepherd to drive home his Flocks. 
Or wander Mufing in the Arbor'd Groves, 
And hear the murmur of the Turtle Doves. 
Oh None on-Earth-can e er ſo happy be,- —. 
"Os n hes ſob pen L. as r ur 


8 


* W. 


Admir'd Melantt io! have you tel ben 
My lovely Melilæu, on the Green? * © = 
He prom4'd e'te the Mountains Shadows +, 


To meet me here, and now I am afraid; 
(My Heart fo ttembles, it forebodes no God) 


 AlLion may have rg him in the- Wood, 


(30 


A Stag may goar him, or a Viper bite; 


He comes not yet, and it is almoſt Night! 4 
That I had Charms to wind the Charmer here! - 
Melanc. See he pc comes, and baniſhes your Fear. 


2 fl 


Euer Melibeus, 


Melib. My Hers n | | 
Elo, ' .. en 1 Naughty Swain! | (Embrace) 


But I have now no leiſure to Complain ! 
How cou'd you ſtay ? You're grown unkind of late, . 
And Drive my Fears in to a narrow Streight, 
There was a time 


 Melib. 


Hera! That time is now; 

My Heart will always to Love's Altar bow ,; 

But following too cager the days Chace, 

The Sun had a*moſt diſtanc'd with his Rice, 

And by his Fleeting ſnatch'd the Sportive Day a 
And Gloom'd the Woods, that I miſtook my way; 

But think how doubly Frighted I muſt be, 

Knowing my Ablence 415 be Night to Thee. 1 

* What Doubts and Fears entktal a Lover's Breaſt, 
Fool L to chuſe that, which ſo diſtucbs their Reſt, 


Like Boys that Climb, the faireſt. Fruit t obtain, 75 25 BY 


Fear while they gather to fall down again; * 

So Lovers in Fruition are in Pain. 1 
Elo: Had You been ever wounded with Live $ Dari, | 

And felt his Feather d Arrow in your Heart, 

You wou'd. a /eeming Paradox impart,” _ 

And Own. the Plzaſure even in the Seat: FA 
Melanc. Twere Sin to theſe bleſt Plains, for to conitchd; 
\. - » You've ſafely got your Lover, Imy Friend. " Meli 

187, 


FR 


x Helis; Ha ppy 'Melan#io! Than do'ſt all poſſeſs... 


For. 


* 


| 
1 


What, Melibeus wou'd you have me ſay? 
Lou know 1 Love, but muſt not Diſobey 
Mopbilda, No! Heavens Laws I yow to keop, 


Fler. 


 (Unenyy'd) What Thy Soul flat Happineſs 1 


But wretched Melib eus muſt complain, 


And Sigh, and Sue, and Hope but to obtain 
What's granted for his own: 
— — You Plead in vain. 


Nor ever make my Aged Parent Weep, . 


and Fold, 
Is my True Love to Starch Obedience Sold! + 


4 Flor. See Melib en where. the tender Lambs, 


Liſt to the Baing of their careful Dams : JOUR 
All Creatures. mind the Revirend Parents can; 


Muſt only. F/ore be Uunatural ? 


lb. In Age, Mopbilds wou'd Eipouſe my Youth 2: 7 


By being Falſe to You, ingage my Truth; 


Since bale Mopbilda ſo unjuſt wou'd Der. 


Re You Unnatural as well as She, 


* Melanc, Mophilda? Why, ſhe is in Love with me, 7 


And Courts me daily; ?- 


Melib.& EI. — Whine! In Love with You * 
Melanc. Yes, Faith. ſhe Courts your Friend Sylvana: too; 


And if We Three ſhou'd her Addrefs diſdain, - 
. She'd Sue to evry Shepherd of the Plain * 


See where ſhe comes, 
— —Shepheard, I muſt away, 


I have not counted all my Lambs to days £63 
The Night approaches, _ the Evening's cold, 
And Tau haſte my ant Sheep to Fold. 


. Leſt Heav'n ſhou d *Scroy my Kids, and aden sheep 
Mals. Curlt be the Kids, the Shepherd, Sheep 


" Faremel 


e 


. -Farewel! - ith | 
Mel. o': you beruf Sys Fleer AA 
r on. at ri Age. ; of che Moon. 
ID T. . 


% 1 it * , . _ © x | | 
C 0 * 45 : : * T8 f . 4 


Eine Mophild: with ee. on 565 10 Melangio 


F 


e Ba 


Moph: Oh) Melibei/1 Shea 
Hah!-What, Melani#io | bleſs me, is it you t 
Theſe thick falſe Opticks always dimn my Sight, 
That I can very ſeldom Tee aright, - bie, 3 
Oh! Melib ens, hear thy Lover Eau! eb la | 

Melauc. Now Lam ſure the cannot ſee at l. Y 


* -Retire my Friehd, while 1 her Love Ihe, 
7 ve 


4, 14 ft "$3 * 


Ay 40 de? . 


7 Voung and Old, arealike Plenfant to My Sicht, 


es it ſerves my Friend. n Bt MN 
— F Friend good Night. © 


3 one — 


Mel lib. 


_ Moph, "Oh Nele,, hear thy Lover eat 45 E 
Why thou art Deaf and Dumb as a Mud wall. 
Melanc. Turn therefore, ſoft Mophilda, kindly meet 
Melan8o, who kneels ſighing at thy feet. 3 
Mopb. Melanftio, why is Meliheus gone? me | 
As long as+bere's a Man tho, it“ 'all on aſule 
Melanc, Behold by Loves ſharp Arrow your Slave Bled, 
Mopb. Riſe, for thyLove is'wondrous ſharp.indeed. 
How long: Melan#io have you. Loy;d me {of 
Melanc. Oh Ages ever ſiace Ido not know. 
Moph. Indeed! oh wou'd the acred not were done! = 
Pd ask you, but I fear it is too ſoon; | | 
 Melanc. O ſay not ſo leaſt you Decree my Fate, 4 | 


For furely yu outs ſay ien full Ou = 


-% 
1 


Exr+ Melib. 


1 


689 


N Drew Me Ae with one part ot Tye; 
etty ] 


I may fully Hes lag 

11 Lese black arge Nole, 

Wa 257 Skin Rade Coat Ur dun Ulosths; 
Tu Checks ok .do di prod, Out ſhine, 

Thy Hand and Teeth ſmall, Ivory- White, like mine; 

y Lorely ſhape, des all with nder Rrike, (. fi 
Jute _ 3 75 8 * ſo much alike, «4 wrong). 

Say, W 10 we ding Fo. 

Anglo. to — * 


Me 


— — — 
| Mb ns OO 


o Bed 
1 we 5 the Sun, 
Von may depend our. Happineſs begun. 
Ti when 1 bid my Shephgrdeſy . 98 
But will you keep your word Love ave True? 


A nn Lto ou. bt | 
OY " Bxvany, © 


„ — . 


"SEEN E draus and diſcovers Paſlara ſleeping on a 
ei bank of Blowers, Sloanus Inters and * | 
Ro the Bt. Cold Plain ie e, L bo; 
4. * Paſtora's fled away! 114 
Chas) And left 55 wreiched Swain bebind . N * 4 
Te hgh all. — ong Fo alt Day.” V1 A | 
54 Ty MM 
S Tl me he ye by: linie e 5 
ae We dia Se "A way. Watider , T | 
„Nun quickly' ail Tour ele Be. . 
as 1% e een mow Tio $5305.17 
. | 7 Ee: TT! { Wenn 
„ Thoſe:bey hglt rss e 
| . | * That-the! Dear Br Bread: | ere, Fe 1 Ys; © wen 


8 


2 Ke Ref, £8 . U. at 9 


'F; 99 * 


<7) 
Sylvan. NEhold the Lovely Nymph dedlin'd.to fell, 
F Her Senſes like the Choir of Heaven bleft, 
Het Peaceful Soul no Murmur does Complaia, 
Nor feel the Anguiſh of a proud Diſda in, 
Cryel Paſtora Loh the Tipgling Smart! 1 
At once thou Cheriſheſt, and Wound'ſt my heart? 
Eike Feather'd Snow Diſtilling from the Sky, 
Thy Beaucious White Enamour's my pleas'd Eye. 
But my warm heart cover'd. with driſt Diſdain. 
Melts into Hoods, and Deluges my Brain; 
Awake my Love! ador'd Paſfors, Riſe - 
And Dimn Day's Planet with chy brighter Eyes, 4 
fe ne 
Nen [311 en eee 
FPaſto. How dare's Hlaanus to intrude this ſhade? ? 
| And uninvited my Calm hours invade?” - 
Think you by Force my pity to create. 
And Storm the Town, that won't Capitulate * 
9 Tou Love; and humbly for Acceptance due, 
. | Yow wou'd enjoy, you hope; fond Fool your do; 
' - You watch my Nodding vertue, cringe; and bow, 
You promiſe, ſigh, invoke, proteſt and vow, F | 
I Said 1 hated, but I Sware it now. WV 
Sean. Per jut d Poſiors! what ſhall believe? 
Two ways you've. Swore, in one yen mult deceive: 
Forget you Nymph! when on the Silver Sand, 
Th' Amphibious Monſter Spy'd you on the Strand, & 3 
(Shook of.his-Brine;,and ſought, his Prey by Land, 
The Frighted Woods Re-ecchoing, j our ſhrill. Cries) 
Seiz!d:your Looſe Garment as the certain Prize; 
Confus d you Ran, yaur Lovely Brea} all Bare! 
Feu Eyes Diſtracted, Rude your Frighted Hair! (bore, 
Heedle(s f Through Tearing Hryers, Sharp. Thorns, you 
And wich maſt Cruel flight your Body Tore: 
"Twas then Paſara! (like the Guardian Tire, 


1 


Age” 


wp . 
Alavd Thy Precious Life, with Riſque of Ke 
And made His blood a Sacrifice for * Thinez- 
Twas then! That for the Bold and Timely Task. 
You Swore to Grant, what ever I cou' d 3 
Palo. I gave you freedom of the Am'rous Touch, 
Tou kiſgd my hand and ſaid.— at was 100 wack? 
How can you with your Services upbraid, 
When you confeſs d that you were overpaid þ4 
"PIP And can you blame me Oh !Infulting Maid! 
(Raviſh'c with Joy) I knew not what Tad,” 
I. took (unask'c) the favour of your Hand, 
Tour Vow is yet unpaid to m Demand, 
Outward Poſſeſſion is the Sordid part, 
What I wou'd have(Pafora!) is your Heart. 
Paſio. All that is in my Power you may receive, | 
But for my Heart, it is not mine to oo 
Since one without the other you Retu 
Nothing is left (that's in my Power) cochuſe : 
Bankrupt in Gratitade I Run away 0 
7 muſt n all, torT have A to pay: * 


Exit.) 
F es. Q opulent; in power! Oh, poor in in! 
Who own&t my Claim, yet art angrateful Qill: 


Like Mimick Shadow on the Sultry Plain, 
FSembles't my Action, and art Caught in vain! 


For ſtill thou Fly 't, when I Purſue again. 


L > — * 
7 
x N — 
. 
* * = 
E #7; 
E $ | 
= $ 
" 7 | 
* — 
| ; * 
1 * 
8 LH 
0 0 


Or like the Twirling Stream that chant's the Eye, 

To follow every Circled Whirlpoole by, 

2 to Gaze, till even the Spring is gone!) 
H»low's the Falſe Sod that we ſtand upon, 

1 Til having Loos't the Swerd, Immerges all, 
And that which gave the Pleaſure, caus'dhi Fall: 

- © Yes, I will Fall for Ever, Fair Untzind! 14 

Falſe « as the 22 that's driven by the Wind? 


TINT, zh * ng v; — 


Cruel Paſlura | when © + have Reſt! 211 

Oh when within my Peaceful Grave be bleſt! 

ITI call at thy cold Tenement, and Tr 

If Lve diſpair enough to make me Dye. [lies down] 
O Lab ring heart! O Mother be my friend; — 2 
And with one Freezeing/Claſp my ſorrowws end. | 


Enter Mopkilda. Þ 


Moph. Either Iam deceiv'd ! or I did hear, 
My Lovd Sylvana Voice Complaining here. 
My Love! Sylvana! Sylvan. Syive! S/]! 
Sure he is hereabauts ! he's wondrous ſtill! 
Silly Sy[vanus, prithee now come Nigh, 
1 hear no Noiſe &t ſure I hear him Sig. 
Why doſt thou grieve? thee only 1 adore, - 4 


Hloan. 1 hear you, but I can believe. no more.. 
Too often in the face of Heaven you've Swore, 
/! pRBuftu, You Fib, I never did proteſt before. 
A thouſand Moons a'moſt theſe Eyes have ſeen, 
And rie're till now ſue'd Shepherd on the Green: 
Hloan. A thouſand Moons! what does Paſtors mean? [Riſer] 
Moph, None of Paſtora Ylve! it is me, 919 
And one that Love's a Man as well as ſne; 
Sylvan. Aged Mophilda oh curſt Mockery! > 
So the vext Lunatick with Madneſs Raves _ 
Wanders o're Heaths, and Root's the Ghaflly Graves, 
And when he's to the Heigth of Wildneſs got, 
1s Trifled by the Dribbling Ideo t 
Shall Ito hear this wrinkled Trifler ſtay ? : 


Oh! no I'll Groan all Night and Roar all Day, 


. Paſtora's my Brains cue, away } away! © T7 
Tx" Daft | | Y | l 1 1 | | | (Exit.) 
Moph, Sawcy Companion! Impudent, and Ruff! 
| Melanttjo Loves me tho, that's well enough 

n 2 | | 


6 4 a 
4 


('3 o 


as mes judgment than tn call me Old, 
a Bedtellow, the are Cold, 
lack « Youth —v0 lead ne ln the freer, | 2 
haſte and Inftantly Means io meet. f 
to ſay truth, 12 Man but he, 
I Love him, juſt as much as Elon 

4.) 
Tbe End of the Firſt AA. _. 


N — — — — — — — — ————_ — 
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Ln OOF, In 
5 a py Ela we.) | 


Flo, D Poſtora! why are yon lo firange? - 
I And by my Cottage unregarded Range ? 


Why Shun our Merryment, and Rural Tote P 
And Fly the Swain, that make's his Am'rous Court 25 
Too Coy Paſtora! 
16. —bepherdeſs too Kind! ** 
Love is the Lazy — of the mind; _ 
Like diſtant Proſpects on the dangerous Sea, 
That are moſt 55 when moſt Becalm'd they be; 
When Agitated by the Troubled Storm, 
Ruflles the Mind, and Foam's its Pleaſant Form: 
Like that Proud Element Id Surge, and Toſs 
The Bark, that ventur'd o're my Sea to ci ols; 
And make him Pineing Years my, Shipwrack't Sport, 
E're he ſhou'd ſafely Anchor in the Port. 
170 In Orooked Paths — you go; 
And like the Wind unſtedily you blow; 
Sometimes with Gentle Fanns Loves Sails you bl, 
Then, 'with Indifferent Calms the Ocean Still, 
While e Sails for every ſighing Spread, 
_ Yau. Hucrican. the Bark. with Hcorrid Dread : 


Thus. 
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Thus Smiling, Frowning, Complaiſant and Coy, 
You Wrack your Lover, and his Peace deftroy. 
Paſto. Bright Beauty ke A Strong and Mighty Tower, 
Mak's all around Contribute to it's Power; 
When Neighb'ring Forces wou'd Poſſeſſion take, 
1 he Quickly Yielding do's the Weakneſs make; 


And the” Puiſſant Kings chou d Fiercely Dart, 

Love Empty all his Quiver at my Heart, 

And Beg me to Surrender, I wou'd not; 
But Fight it out, and Dye upon the Spot. 
Ho. When Conquering Armies drive the flying Field, 

It is Jeſs Glory to reſiſt them Yield. 

Why do's Pafora Innocent and Fair, 

Draw all her Emblems from the Bloody War? 

From Folded Flocks, and from the Running Stream 

The gentle Shepherdeſs ſhou'd Start her Theme, 

Soft Love continual the Blith Plain ſhov'd fill 

And jolly Mirth, Crown, every little Hill; 

No frown o'recaſt Serene Paſtora's Eyes, 

No Rude Alarm diſturb our Rural Joys. - - 

Nor Interrupting Envy break the reſt, -- - 

| But each Swain with his Shepherdels be bleſt. 
Paflo. Let the Rude Swain for ever happy be, 

What ate the Plains or all their Pipes to me? 

What is the Dying Lovers Sighs and Pants 

Let him inſult hat the too fond Nymph Grants, 

My heart is Free, and ſhall remain ſo ſtill, 

And what's my own, depends upon my Will; 

What if the Swain does all his Torture ſhew, 

Muſt I Love and be Miſerable too? | 


Flo, O Nymph ! more blind than Love that cannot ſee !** 


How Curſt am I if Love be miſer / 

Bat to all Brutes, tis a ſtrange ſight to ſpy; _ 

The Feather'd Kind wafting the Azure SKN; 

And to the Scouting Dolphin on the Strand, 
ne Ni Be 83 
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' Thou Wonders't may be at Loves ſoft Contens , | 
Hatred Paſfora is thy Elemenr. 


5 

- 
4 

K 

4 

1 


(Enter Melanctio in hes k 


Alan Where? s the inſulting Nymph, whoſe cruel Eyes, 
Make Sport of Death, and joy to Tyranize? 
Whole ſoft Corporeal. For m, does ſo Controul 
And Hurrican my friend Hann, Soul? * 
«Like a hurt Lyon with a Poifned Dart, 
Points to his Wound, but cannot heal he Smart; 
. Roving, he Raves and Tears his hated fleſh, 
And when Paſtora . Nam d! he Bleed's afreſh”: 
Now groaning heaves, then Rowls his ftareing js & 


Skreams! beates his Breaſt}, and in Diſtraction Fly's 
In all the Turns of Horrid Lunecies; 


2 ( Paſtora.) 
Oh! Barbarous Fair can you Relentleſs hear 1 6 


Do's. Tour hard Heart no ſenſe of pitty bear * 
Or know You not that Pride may coſt you 1 | 
Why do You drive the Shepherd to diſpair? | 


| Paſo I thought Melanttio had been more advis'd, | 
And all Loyes Frantick Motions had delpis d 3 0 


Shepherd, Your Plot too Thinly is diſguis 'd. 


Melanc. By all thoſe joys in Solitude I find, 


And by the bleſſing of a quiet mind! 
BY the Rare Senſe, that once Sylvanus had! 


q His Wits are loſt; Sjlvanus i is ran Mad. . 

| | Paſte. My breaſt indeed does to ſome Pitty Tend, 
And I am ſorry for Melanctios Friend:.z; 
But for his Love, or Madneſs, *twill not ſpeed,” 
I know he Loves! fo far he's Mad indeed. 
And when his Paſſion ſhall Succeſsful be, 


Melanc. Rocks wou'd Relen 
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Flora What different Allay our Souls Com poſe! 


I ſtrange Paffora, we were never Fes; 


For Oh ! my Melibeus were I Nigh, 


I cou'd: not without ſighing hear thee ſigh, 8 
Live but in Thee, and when thou Dy'ſt, I Dye. 


to hear the Piteous Tale; 
Imperious Maid! Flora, can't you prevail? 


Flo. High as the Cedar o're the Shrub ſhe ſtands, 


Pafio. 


Melib* 


Nor Bends to Homage when the Wind Commands; 
The God of Love will ſure Aſſert his Claim, 
Bow this ſtiff Tree; or I have loſt my Aim: 


The Towring Spire that proudly Nods fo High, -._ . 
In time muſt equal with the Pavement lye. _ 

( 4 Shout and Skrieh of Women within.) 
What dreadful Accents pierce the Quivring Air? 


Enter Melibæus haſtily. 


Hafte Shepherdeſſes, and for flight Prepare. | 
As on the Green to Dance the Shephetds met, 
Our Mirth by two Wood Monſters was beſet; 
S2iz'd each a Nymph by Leaping in the Throng, 


And Drag'd them Skreiking by the Hair along. 


Whea at the ſudden fight the Shepherd's fled, 
Leaving the Frighted Virgins there for Dead; 
Wen mad Sylvanus with a Ruſty Spear, | 
(Came timely vaulting, Fierce, and void of Fear! 
Peirc't the Large Monſter's Heart, and quick did Bear 
The Horrid Carcaſe whirling in the Air ; 

The Urchin Satyr left the Beautious prey, 
With Nimble Force the Madman to Aſſay; | _ 
And Grining Claſp't the Spear with Yelling Note! 
Which mad $zlvanus offers at his Throat; 


Both ſtrongly graſp ; — The Monſter Fierce as fire! 


Advantage waits ——Sylvanss does retire; 


= —— 


| (N 
Backward, with Marſhalrd Step, and ſteddy pace, 
8 both will ſuddenly approach this place. 


Faſſo. Guard me Melantio)- Melibeus ftay ! (Melib, and 
Fora) Command him! do not run away? Flo. Exennt) 
Where ſhall we y;; , sb cf 


Melanc. Fear not, Vou ſhan't be loſt? 
Thus Women ſeek us when they want us moſt. (afie) | 


© (4 Shout juſt at the Entrance, avd a Herrid Gon) 


A joyful ſhout Re- eccho's from the Green 
| I Hlvanut has Victorious been. 
Tala, Bleſs him ye Powers, and his Sence reſtore ?- 
And kind Pafora! will be Coy no more. (&neels,); 
Mei anc. So gentle way. what can you defery? 


5 (Enter Flora.) 


Bb. With finding tep, Syloanus SPI hard by; 
His Conqueſt bears no Mark of Victory. e 
Like Ruſning Winds, Ihat having ſpent their . N 
Or Rapid Floods that Terminate their Courſe ; 
Into — hollow) Bay, or Beachy Goaſt, 
Where the Swift Channel and the Stream is Loſt. 
So his ſierce Spirits, that e en now a high, 
= Are ſettled in Difſpair'd Sobriecy.,, - 
And the ſad wretch ſtalks Drooping, Tired, and Sad, 
3 And dook's more like a Living Ghoſhthan Mad. 
Melanc. See! Melibeus! Hoſpitably kind? v7 i 
N Supports his Body; Il} affiſt his mind; 80 
And wicht dos'd Anodines will ſoon reſtore, 
„e nN mind, and ſmooth it as beforo 3 


teu Sylvanus, Led by elbe 


. Paſt Zlaſ to my Eyes! and Anguith to my Heart! 7 


LOI) 
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And thou may Wound-me more if chou thisk'f fit 
Ant tis enough, I to thy Power Submit; 
O! wrong'd Sylvanas? * theſe Grateſul Tear: 3 
I hated Hours, but I'M Love Thee Years. - . (eee 
Sylvan, Why Dimning Miſis do You Surround my Head ? 
Why theſe bright Vapours Maze my Flow'ry Bed ? 
Some gentle Hand, — the Friendly Part. 
Keep in the Life Blood of my finking Heart“ 
Tull all Drain Out for her dear fake anon, 
'Tis but, —O ! my Paſtors! — and 'tis gone: 
Paffo. Ex uißte Torment ! Pains I cannot bear 

PII my Breaſt; confuſe my Platted Mair, 

And with Loud Howlings Rend the Piteous Air! 
Sylvan. So—now I Glide—Green Meadows! —Flowry Plains? 


[JH loan lies down. 


Pafto. Break Labring heart ! Split Agonizeing Brains! 
Flaſh Eyes- balls, Singe me with 8 
Melanc. It were bac Juſtice had ſhe her defire, _. 


[Gives Slxonu⸗ 4 Draught} 


Let ſoft Lethargicks Seal up all thy beine!“ 
And Lulling Morpbens done thy wracking Breins. 
That all thy Anguiſh, when thou wak' may Fly. 
Like Miſty Vapour» to the Sunny Sky; . 
Paſte. With humble Patience, Ill lye down and wait, | 
Like a ſtarv'd Beggar, weeping at the Gate. flies down] ? 
Melib. Behold my ador'd Flora ! the fad Fate, 
| Of the Proud Nymph, that wou d be kind too Late ! 
Tho? Tedious Years, I crave the diſtant Boone, 
You are reſoly'd you won't be kind too foon, - | 
Fla Heaven knows how willingly I wou'd refign !- 
Set but Mophalds's Leave, Your ſure of mine- 
Melib. Like the Green Cirdle on the Fairy Ground, 
You Lead my 8 in a continued Round. 


(60 


At Proud — on. go u Vehement Exclain, - 
And Cruelty, y Paſtors blame; 
Lou find — 3 5 yet perform the ſame. 
My honeſt Heart you Craftily Abuſe, 
Aud only kill me wich a Fair Excuſdmmſei 
is kinder far at once to let me Dyes... | 
Than Ctuely to make me Ling'ring Ly:. 3 
The reſtleſs Patient Rack't of all repoſe; 
When his Diſpair'd Recovery he knows, 
The. Learn'd Pliyſician his laſt kindneſs ſhows, 
And Lull's his Pains with an Eternal Doſe. 
My Paſſion Riſes, and my Head grows light! - 
, Ot make me Happy! or Deſtroy me quite! 
e cannot all theſe. Torturing Griefs dilpence, - ...... - 
| Theſe Goads of Love, and ſtrict Obedience! 
| Dear Youth I Will! what wou'd you have me. do? | 
© Melb..Love me, conficm ic, and be ever true. 5 
Ik Old Mophilda her conſent Deny, AP 
Tis better ſhe ſhou'd Curfe You, than I Dyes © 
Envy encreaſes the High Happineſs, 
For as ſhe Imprecates I'll hourly Bleſs. 
55 Stay Shepherd?! here's my — let us Try, 
To get her free and bleſt immunity, rf 
And ſeek her Priviledge before we go; 
Tet Til conſent, ep roo trap! wal or ne. | 


—_— 


1 bs Moshi, Met. and El. tht 10 her, »ho 
—_ .. - not ſeeing them, ii ö thrown down, 


Moph. How now my Hora! do's your Sawcy Clown 
x Contrive a School-boy Trap to throw me down? 
Who's that ? Melan#io! prithee now Sweet Heart 
Beat that ſame Shepherd, Sweet Love take my Part! 


Flo. No, we will never Riſe till you agree, 
v Melibess I may happy be... Moph, 


a 


(017) 

Mopb. No, then you may in that Poſture ſtill remain? 
Nl Iam Marry'd, or grow Young: again? 

Melanc. Oh Curſed Sound! where will my ſorrows end? 
I muſt deſtroy my ſelf, or kill my friend. 

Mopb. Thee kill'd! Id ſooner Spoil my Grogram Gown, 

* Or looſe my Pig that Haunts me through the Town ? 
Let's to the Temple and our Hearts Exchange! 

Melanc. No! I muſt never in Love's Bower Range ! 

Mopb. No Love Melanctio! prithee what ſhoud Ail? 

Melanc. Liſt ! and Deplore with me the Baneful Tale. 

Mopb, Codſo! Codſo! alack what do'ſt thou ſay? 


Melanc: On our laſt Feſtival and Jovial Day, 53 
WhileNymph's did Dance, and Pipes did brisklyPlay. 
And each Rehears't, untaught the Rural Song, 

And harmleſs Pleafure did the Day Prolong; 
Nights Curtain hover'd o're the yet clear Plain, 
And all retireing to their homes again 
Upon a Tufted Bank where Cowſlips grow; 
Tired Clorinda did her Beauties ſhow: _ _ 
The Charming ProſpeR did my fight Amaze |. 
And ſtop't my Eager Pace to make me Gaze! 
Which gather'd round my Heart, the Circling Blapd, 
And fixt me in the poſture chat I ſtood; 
"This Melibæu coming to the place, _ 
With equal Love, and wonder ſaw her Face. 
The little God ſhot. with a Forked Dart, 
And with one Arrow gave a double Smart; 
But oh! what Anguiſh both our Boſoms bore, - 
At once with Cruel Love and Friendſhip Tore: 
Tho” honour Lofty in my perſon Rid, | 
Ne Soar'd above me and my Sou! Outdid; 
And wake t himſelf to ſecure my Repoſe, 

And freely gave me to the NMymph he Choſe, 

(She Dying) I my Nuptials forbore,-- 

Since when, by Heaven ſacredly I {wore; 
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And Curft my ſeif it ever I did Wed, 

Untill I ſaw my Melibens Sped. | 
Mori Hum ſay you ſo ? then take her take her, 5 wain, 

- Goand be Wed, but make haſte back again. 

Melib. O! Charming Sound ! come Flora lets away ; 
And Date our Pleaſures from this happy Day [40th riſe 
Ho. Bleſt be my Mother, and my deareſt Friend; 

Here Melibaxs let our forrows End! (Exeunt Mel. Fils.) 
Mob. Come ſweet make haſte, I with Love's Feavour burn, 

a Stay till the happy Couple do return. u 
Moph. If you deceive me Faith my heart will break, 
| Melane By Heaven an Sylvanus does awake! 


© USylvanus awakes] e 
. What {weet Refreſhing fumbers have I had? 
Dreamt k or did I fight, Rave and run Mad? 
Paibora! my heart ſoaps at the dear found ! 
What Mocking Phantom does my Senſe ſurround? 


(Seeing her:) 


| | Paſto. Se poor Paſtora Proftrate on the Ground. 
1 While Tender Heart, thy miſeries have Hew'd, 
| Touch deeply with her black Ingratitude; 
| Who won*-you-ariſe, till you her crime forgive, 
l And wou'd Dye for You, can't without you Live. 
San. The Tide of joy ſo Rapidly does flow, 
| Into the Deſart Channels of my woe, 
That ſpace to Entertain, my Soul does want; 
| The Flood is mighty but the Bay is ſcant; 
O! let the haſtning Current ſtream no more, 
Leaſt Tm ore fwell'd, and run Mad as before. 
3 
| 


Melan. Come, whatſhou'd hinder, ſince you both agree, 

But that for ever you may happy be? 

Moph. Piſh! you mind them, but never think of me, 

| Paſio: My dear Sylvanus? . = - (both te and 
an, - Love Paſtors Nile! come forward.) 


Stuns me with 8, 2 Ha 
me unex ine 
That I am ſilent, when I mean 3 
Wich pineing Scorn kept Abſtinent fo long, 
Love's Diet for my weaknels is too ſtrong... 
Paſto. Think that 1 Love but, oh! thou injur'd Youth 1- 
Sylvan. I felt _ Scorn too much to doubt your Truth. 
And ſince your Cruelty, Love does Supply, 
My Spitits Mount, like Volatiles chey Fly. | 
Well figh no more, for © thon Charming Maid, 
One Moments kindneſs, all my Pang's o'repaid.:. 
(Eater Melibæus and Flora.) 
Melib. Im bleſt my friend! the ſacred knot ñ Tyd. 
Thy — has it's higheſt Sample Tried; - 
My troubled breaſt ſo long diſturb'd, with care, 
Is ſettled, and the pleaſant Fountain's clear; 
Flo. You ſeem Paſtora by the hand you Graſp, 
4 That facrad Love muſt (Reuniteing) Glaſp - 
Paſto. I a bound Captive Hora muſt Submit, 
Love in my heart Triumphaatly does fit; © 
And did all my ſtrong Bulwarks undermine; 
And his Chart blank Implicidly muſt Sign. 
Moph. Melanf&o! prithee Love don't tarty tus, 
You ſee all are provided for, but us 
Melan. Why! to be ſhort and plain; Im Young your Old, 1. 
The different Elements of Hear and Gold - +1 
Of courſe muſt Jar, and Thunder in che Ar; 
My ealy Life's not Liable to care 
The Niglits to fear, the Livelong Day content, 
And always bred in a Calm Element. 
You are impos d on, think no more of me; 
Our different Ages never wou'd agree. 
Moph, Said you Melan# ! are my Semſes clear? 
Fe God's wou'd I were Deaf on d other EA! 
III Tear my Quoif and lay my Temples pare! 
: . has Fo f:Þ 0 4 = 
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Till pitying Gods, my Grey Remainders Spy, 
? View — bald Crown, and it think time to Dye. 
len. Love calls Paftora 1 * 14 SIE "(Exit Raveing) 

; Paſto. — — = Shepherd: I ob ey. 210 © 2 
Night draws the Curtain, and let's in the ben, 
So, Abſent Love, that made Paſtora Coy, 
Shines on my Sou} and brightens me With; joy. 
Flo. Learn ye Proud Fair ones who ſo e're you are, 
That ſport to drive the Shepherd 10 Diſpair; 10 
Is vaiĩn you ſtrive to break the A'mrous Bow, 
Whole force Reverberating gives the Blow « 
Tho? you fly out, you muſt comply agen; | ce] 95 
5 Love's che great Anne ot Gods and Men. 
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een 7 8 
The Short 5 | 


F# ? . Brevity for Ages pat, 
Nied üb Prolixity ; you ſee at laſt, © ba 755 A 
Fon and Accidental chance prev. 
And have at length let Short weigh down the Sale dae 
Short Swords, "Thort Perrewiggs, Short Upper * 
Short Peace, and now] think —in France Short Payments; 
"Short Bows, Short. Viſus, and (the more r the . 
They jell diſmal Short Mine. Quarts in this _— * 
Short \Fourneys now, for fear of being „ 
1 Nay ti the faſhion too 10 be Short. ghied. 
b — — Movfew laſt Lear bad no great cauſe to Sulf, 
| Villars bad like have had 4 Short Compeoff ; $A, 
So, in return of Alamode-en- France, _ WT en * g 
1 0 | Poe Emertain'd you Short in Complaiſaxce: | 63 55 . 
1 W E 2 fell all my Short Fertues, much won d Throng © SEV- 1 
rene SHORT too LONG. 


